and a green and white turban, reads the Koran per-
petually; and soldiers with faces made of some sub-
stance that looks like plaster return blankly the gaze
of the many real soldiers who visit this curious show.

One day, when I was strolling among the puppets
of Saint Irene, some soldiers followed me round.
They were deeply interested in all that they saw,
and at last became interested In me. Two or three
of them addressed me in Turkish, which alas! I could
not understand. I gathered, however, that they
were seriously explaining the puppets to me, and
were giving me information about the Janissaries,
and Orchan, who was the founder of that famous
corps. I responded as well as I could with gestures,
which seemed to satisfy them, for they kept close
beside me, and one, a gigantic fellow with pugna-
cious mustaches, frequently touched my arm, and
once even took me by the hand to draw my attention
to a group which he specially admired. All this was
done with gravity and dignity, and with a childlike
lack of self-consciousness. We parted excellent
friends* I distributed cigarettes^ which were re-
ceived with smiling gratitude, and went on my way
to Seraglio Point, realizing that there Is truth In the
saying that every Turk Is a gentleman.

Upon Seraglio Point I found many more soldiers,
resting in groups by the edge of the sea, upon the
waste ground that lies at the foot of the walls,
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